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brave. They massed their artillery on their threatened
left flank, and on October the 3Oth they subjected the
Turks (now cartridge-less and living on raw maize picked
from the fields) to a bombardment severer than any which
human nerves had yet endured.

November the ist dawned clear and bright. Fox-hunting
had begun in England, and a better sport for the Bul-
garians. The Turkish reservists again began to give way :
their officers fired on them, but failed to hold them. At
three o'clock in the morning a torrential downpour burst
above the battle.

When the sun rose on a flooded countryside on Novem-
ber the 2nd, the Turkish right flank yielded. The centre
had already retreated and the cavalry on the left flank
had been able to oppose only their small German carbines
to the rifles of the opposing infantry and the shrapnel
of the victorious guns. A trumpeter had sounded the
" Mount.5* Once in saddle, several squadrons had gal-
loped to the rear, spreading panic where there was already
confusion.

To the east of Lule Burgas, the single Roman road,
with gaps in its huge coping stones, was packed with
stumbling horses, bullock-carts carrying men, women,
and children from their farms, staff officers looking for
their Generals, Colonels who had lost their regiments,
hordes of sick and starving men without discipline or
direction dragging themselves towards a distant hope of
shelter. It was a rout: perhaps the worst in history. The
pale sun set, and the night was bitterly cold. The wounded
froze in the mud by the roadside, neglected and trampled
upon in the darkness, while half-demented fugitives
jostled each other for a foothold on the bridges leading to
Constantinople.